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A  C  T  I. 

DON  PEDRO^s  Houfe. 

Enter  Don  Sancho,  Don  Pedro,  and  Borachio. 

Don  Sancho. 

H  ERE’s  my  hand.  Is  it  a  bargain  ? 

Don  Fed.  Certainly — we’ll  have  the  wedding 
to-night.  The  young  couple  are  fomuch  in  love, 
they  will  be  glad  to  difpenfe  with  ceremony — 
it  really  looks  as  if  Heaven  had  a  hand  in  this 
match,  for  if  young  Felix  had  not  died  fo  com- 
modioufly  at  Salamanca,  we  could  never  have 
been  brothers-in-law. 

Bora.  Blefs  me,  your  honour!  is  poor  Don 
Felix  dead  then?  He  was  a  merry  young  gen¬ 
tleman — I’m  forry  for  it  with  all  my  Ibul. 

Don  Fed.  Ay,  he  is  as  dead  as  King  Philip  the 
Second — but  did  you  know  Don  Felix  ? 

Bora.  As  well  as  any  hoglhead  in  my  cellar _ I 

have  kept  a  tavern  three  years  at  Salamanca,  and  he 
was  my  condant  cuftonier.  I  knew  his  i'liicr  too, 
a  brave  mettled  damfel,  that  made  no  more  of 
clapping  on  a  pair_  of  breeches,  and  draddling  a 
horle-back,  than  if  die  had  never  been  laced^in 
days,  or  encumber’d  with  a  petticoat. 
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Don  Ped.  Well,  now  Uie  may  give  a  more 
free  fcope  to  her  frolics,  for  ftie  has  no  brother 
left  to  reftrain  her.  We  fent  for  you,  Borachio, 
fo  provide  the  wedding-dinner.  Let  things  be 
as  they  fhould  be. 

Bora.  Never  trouble  your  head  about  it.  Til 
fet  you  out  fuch  a  repaft — the  firft  courfe  fliall 
be  as  fubflantial  as  the  bridegroom,  and  the 
fecond  as  delicate  as  the  bride — then  for  wines 
and  a  defert.  I  don’t  care  if  you  alk  all  the 
Benedidines  to  fit  in  judgment  upon  their  flavour 
and  frellinefs. 

Enter  a  Servant  Maid. 

Maid.  Sir,  ^here’s  a  fervant  of  a  firange  gen¬ 
tleman,  who  has  a  meflage  for  you. 

Don  Ped.  What  does  he  want  with  me  ? 

Maid.  He  will  not  tell  bis  bufinefs  to  any  one 
hut  your  worfhip.  He  has  been  fooling  with  me 
till  1  am  tired  of  him. 

Don.  Ped.  Bid  him  come  in.  \_Exit  Maid. 

Don  San.  Can  you  guefs  what  bufinefs  a  ftranger 
can  have  with  you  ? 

Don  Ped.  Ay,  I  fuppofe  the  old  bufinefs--- 
fome  needy  fpendthrift  who  has  lofl  his  puife  at 
the  gaming-table,  and  wants  to  try  if  I  am  fool 
enough  to  take  a  liking  to  him,  and  lend  him  as 
much  more  upon  his  no  fecurity. 

Enter  Lazarillo  and  Maid. 

Lazar.  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  gentlemen, 
with  the  molt  profound  refped,  your  honour’s 
moll  faithful,  obfequious,  and  obedient  humble 

fervant. 

Don  San.  This  fellow  begins  his  fpcech  like 
the  conclufion  of  a  letter. 

Don 
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Don  Fed,  Have  you  any  bufinefs  with  me, 
friend  ? 

Lazar.  May  I  take  the  liberty  to  alk  your 
honour  a  quellion  ? 

Don  Fed.  Ay,  what  is  it  ? 

Lazar.  Pray,  who  may  that  pretty,  plump, 
cherry-cheeked,  round-hipped,  buxom,  genteel, 
light-paftern’d,  black-eyed  damfekbe? 

Don  Fed.  What  bufinels  is  it  of  your’s?  file’s 
my  daughter’s  maid. 

Lazar.  I  wifh  your  honour  much  joy  of  her, 

Don  Fed.  What  does  the  fellow  mean  ?  To 
your  bufinefs,  friend--*  Who  are  you/  What 
do  you  want  with  me?  Who  do  you  belong  to? 

Lazar.  Softly,  foftly,  Sir :  three  queftions  in 
a  bre?:th  are  too  much  for  a  poor  man  like  me 
to  anfwer  all  at  once. 

Don  Fed.  (To  Don  San.)  1  don’t  know  what 

to  make  of  this  fellow- - 1  believe  he  is  none 

of  the  wife  ft. 

Don  San.  I  fliould  rather  fufpeH  he  was  none 
of  the  honeftelt. 

Lazar.  Are  you  married,  my  pretty  lafs? 

Don  Fed.  What  would  the  fellow  be  at  ?  What’s 
your  bufinefs,  I  fay  ? 

Lazar.  Sir,  to  anfwer  your  queftions — in  the 
hrft  place,  I  am  my  mailer’s  fervant.  (To  the 
Maid.)  And  my  pretty  one,  as  I  was  going  to 
tell  you,  if  the  Don  had  not  interrupted  me - 

Don  Fed.  Who  the  devil  is  your  mafter  ? 

Ijjzar.  He’s  a  ftrange  gentleman.  Sir,  who  has 
a  ftrong  inclination  to  pay  your  Worlhip  a  vifit. 
(To  the  Maid.)  And  now  as  to  the  little  aftair  be¬ 
tween  us - 

Don  Fed.  Who  is  this  ftrange  gentleman? 
What  bufinefs  has  he  with  me  ? 

iMzar.  Sir,  he  is  the  noble  Don  Felix  de  Silva, 

of 
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of  Salamanca,  who  waits  b^low  to  have  the  fu- 
preme  felicity  of  killing  your  honour’s  hand,  and 
has  fent  me  before  to  make  his  compliments  to 
you.  (To  the  Maid,)  Well,  my  dear,  have  you 
thought  of  the  propofal  ?  Do  you  think  me 
fhocking  ? 

Don  Fed,  Mind  me,  fellow — what  is  this  you 
fay  ? 

Lazar,  Sir,  if  you  are  curious  to  know  par¬ 
ticulars  about  me,  I  am  Lazarillo,  of  Valencia, 
as  honeft  a  little  fellow,  though  I  fay  it,  that 
Ihoiild  not  fay  it,  as  ever  rode  before  a  port- 
manteau.  (To  the  Maid.)  ^What  I  pride  myfelf 
for,  more  than  any  other  good  qualities,  is,  that 
I  am  the  adorer,  and  faithful  Have  of  your  divine 
and  infurmountable  beauty. 

Don  Fred.  Turn  this  way,  booby — you  are 
either  drunk  or  mad — Why,  Don  Felix  of  Sala¬ 
manca  is  dead.  (_Exit  Maid. 

Lazar,  Dead  ! 

Don  San,  You  may  get  another  mailer,  honell 
friend,  for  poor  Don  Felix  has  no  occalion 
for  you. 

Lazar,  This  is  llrange  news.  It  mud  be  a 
very  fudden  death — perhaps  it  was  only  his  ghoft 
that  hired  me,  but  I  never  faw  any  thing  fo  like 
a  living  creature;  he  gave  me  a  rap  over  the 
Ihoulders  juft  now,  that  I  thought  felt  very  na¬ 
tural.  If  he  is  really  a  ghoft,  he  won’t  dare  to 
pretend  he’s  alive,  and  tell  a  lie  before  fo 
much  good  company.  \_Exii, 

Don  Fed,  What  do  you'  think  of  this  rafeal  ? 
Is  he  a  knave  or  a  fool  ? 

Bora,  To  my  thinking,  he’s  a  brewing  of  both. 

Don  San,  To  my  poor  thinking,  he’s  crazy. 

Don  Fed,  ’Fore  Heaven,  brother-in-law  that  is 
to  be,  if  Don  Felix  Ihould  be  alive,  we  two  lliould 
make  but  a  filly  figure.  Rc^ 
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Re-enter  Lazarillo. 

Lazar.  Truly,  gentlemen,  this  is  but  indiffe¬ 
rent  treatment  for  a  Itranger,  to  tell  a  poor  fer- 
vant  like  me  that  his  mailer  was  dead. 

Don  Fed,  So  he  is,  I  fay. 

Lazar.  And  I  fay  that  he  is  not  only  alive,  but 
in  good  health,  found  as  a  bifeuit,  and  fprightly 
as  a  bottle  of  champaigne — and  at  this  moment 
is  ready  to  come  in,  and  give  you  proof  politive 
by  your  own  eye-light. 

Don  San,  What,  Don  Felix  ? 

Lazar.  Ay,  Don  Felix. 

Don  Fed.  De  Silva  ? 

Lazar.  Ay,  De  Silva. 

Don  San.  Of  Salamanca? 

Lazar.  Ay,  of  Salamanca. 

Don  Fed.  I  would  recommend  to  you,  friend,  to 
lofe  a  little  blood,  and  have  your  head  fliaved 
you  are  mad. 

Lazar.  This  is  enough  to  make  me  fo  ;  I  fay 
he  is  below  at  this  moment  waiting  in  the  parr 
lour. 

Don  Fed,  I’ll  break  your  head,  you  rafcal. 

Don  San.  Keep  your  temper.  Stay,  let  us  fee 
this  impollor,  who  calls  himfelf  Don  Felix.  Bid 
him  walk  up  ftairs. 

Don  Fed.  Ay,  ay,  you’re  right — let’s  fee  this 
refurre8:ion. 

Lazar.  In  a  twinkling.  Lazar. 

Don  San.  This  is  fome  fliam,  fome  cheat;  but 
I  think  we  [han’t  be  eafily  impofed  upon. 

Don  Fed,  Let  me  alone,  let  me  alone,  he  mult 
rife  early,  brother,  who  makes  a  fool  of  Don 
Pedro. 
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Enter  Donna  Clara^  in  Man's  Clothes.^ 

Clara.  Signior  Bon  Pedro,  after  the  many  po^ 
lite  letters  I  have  received  from  you,  I  could 
little  expeQ'  luch  extraordinary  treatment,  to  be 
kept  half  an  hour  cooling  my  heels  among  mu¬ 
leteers  and  lacquies. 

Eon  Fed.  Sir,  I  humbly  afle  your  pardon.  But 

JT^ay  I  take  the  liberty  to  crave  your  name  or 
title  ? 

Clara.  My  name.  Sir,  is  Don  Felix  de  Silva. 

Eon  Fed.  Of  Salama  nca  ? 

Clara.  The  fame. 

Bora.  \_B.Jide.~\  Ha,  what’s  this ;  why  this  is  Don¬ 
na  Clara,  the  filler  of  Felix:  let’s  fee  what  will 
ke  the  end  of  this. 

Eon  Fed.  I’m  flruck  dumb  with  amazement; 
Sir,  I  rejoice  to  fee  you  fafe  and  found,  which, 
indeed,  is  a  little  extraordinary,  confidering  we 
had  heard  you  was  dead  and  buried.  [Afide  to 
Don  San. )  I  wifh,  with  all  my  heart,  was 
under  ground. 

Clara.  It  was  reported,  I  know,  that  I  was 
dead;  but  in  faD,  I  only  received  a  flefli  wound 
in  a  quarrel  ;  a  fainting  fit  fucceeded  the  lofs 
of  blood,  and  gave  occafion  to  the  report  of  my 
death :  but  the  moment  I  recovered  flrength 
enough  to  travel,  I  mounted  my  horfe,  and  let 
out  to  pay  my  refpeHs,  and  keep  my  engage¬ 
ment. 

Eo7i  Fed.  I  really  don’t  know  what  to  fay  to 
it  :  you  have  the  appearance  of  a  gentleman  ; 
but  I  have  had  luch  alfurances  that  Don  Felix  was 
dead,  that,  unlefs  I  have  fome  llrong  proofs  to 
the  contrary — you’ll  pardon  me,  Sii>— 1  mean 
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no  harm— but,  truly,  in  a  matter  ol  this  con- 
I'equence,  a  little  caution,  you  know - 

Clara,  Sir,  you’re  perfeftly  right ;  but  here 
are  proofs — here  are  no  lefs  than  four  I  elects. 
This  is  from  the  Governor  of  the  Bank — you 
know  the  hand  and  feal,  I  fuppofe. 

Bora.  (To  Clara,)  Sir,  will  you  permit  me  to 
congratulate  you  upon  your  recovery,  and  your 
arrival  in  Granada  ? 

Clara,  Ha!  confufion  !  my  old  hoO: 

of  Salamanca — he’ll  certainly  know  and  will  dil- 
cover  me.  I  think  I  recoiled  you,  triend. 

Bora,  I  believe  you  may,  your  honour ;  my 
face  is  no  tlranger  at  Salamanca;  Joleph  Bora- 
chio  is  as  well  known  as  the  high  road  to  Madrid. 

Clara,  True,  true,  I  know  I  was  acquainted 
with  you — hark  !  a  word — don’t  betray  me,  and 

this  purfe  has  a  twin  brother  as  like  it - ( AJide 

io  Borachio), 

Bora,  Never  fear.  Madam  :  there’s  fomething 
fo  engaging  in  your  countenance,  and  lo  per- 
fuative  in  your  manner,  that  I  would  as  loon 
pull  down  my  lign  as  difeover  you.  ( AJide  to  Clara.) 
Aloud,  I  am,  for  want  of  a  better,  the  mailer  of 
the  Eagle,  hard  by  :  and  will  be  bold  to  lay, 
that,  for  good  treatment,  foft  beds,  wholelome 
food,  and  old  wine,  Jofeph  Borachio  will  not 
give  the  wall  to  any  publican  in  Granada. 

Clara.  Get  your  belt  apartments  ready,  and 
ril  order  my  baggage  there. 

Don  Why,  certainly  thefe  letters  are  ad- 
dreffed  to  Don  Felix;  but  there  are  ways  you 
know  of  getting  another  man’s  letters — at  the 
fame  time.  Sir - 

Clara.  Nav,  Sir,  if  you  Hill  doubt,  here’s  my 
old  acquaintance  ]ofcph  Borachio,  he  knows 
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me  ;  I  fuppofe  you’ll  take  his  word,  though  you 
leem  a  little  fulpicious  of  mine. 

Bora,  Lord,  Sir,  Fll  give  my  oath  to  him. 
{Afide,)  I  tell  twenty  lies  every  bill  I  bring  up 
for  half  a  dollar,  and  the  devil’s  in  my  confcL 
ence  if  I  can’t  tell  one  for  a  purfe  full  of  dou-^ 
bloons.  [^ExiL 

Don  Ped.  Sir,  I  aflv  a  thoufand  pardons :  my 
doubts  are  vaniflied ;  you  certainly  are  Don 
Felix.  [To  Don  San.)  What  do  you  think  of  this 
brother-in-law  that  was  to  be  ? 

Don  San.  Why  I  think  ’tis  a  little  unlucky, 
that  the  dead  fliould  get  out  of  their  graves  to 
prevent  our  being  relations. 

Enter  Ferdinand  and  Leonora. 

Leon.  Did  you  fend  for  me,  father  ? 

Don  Ped.  I  did  fend  for  you,  my  dear ;  but 
matters  are  a  little  changed  within  this  half  hour. 

Clara.  Is  that  young  lady  your  daughter,  Don 
Pedro  ? 

Don  Ped.  Ay,  Sir,  that  is  my  daughter. 

Clara.  This  then  is  the  young  lady  I  muft  pay 
my  addrelfes  to — I  hope.  Madam,  the  confent  of 
our  families  to  my  happinefs,  has  made  no  un¬ 
favourable  imprelhon  againfl  the  perfon  of  your 
huiTible  fervant. 

Leon.  What  can  I  fay  to  him — Yes,  Sir — No, 
Sir — 

Clara,  An  odd  reception  ! — Yes,  Sir — No, 
Sir— Pray,  Sir,  (To  Don  Pedro)  h  ow  am  I  to 
underhand  the  Lady? 

Don  Ped.  She’s  a  little  bafliful  at  prefent — 
file’ll  be  more  intelligible  by  and  by — fhe  is  not 
mucl)  acquainted  with  you  yet — file’ll  come  to 
prefcntly. 
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Clara,  I  hope  fo — this  gentleman  [to  Ferdi¬ 
nand)  I  fuppofe,  is  a  friend  of  the  family — a  near 
relation. 

Per,  A  friend  of  the  family  certainly,  but  no 
other  way  a  relation,  than  as  I  am  to  call  this 
Lady  my  wife. 

Don  San.  Right !  flick  to  that — don’t  give  up 
your  pretenfions — my  boy  has  fpirit — that  young 
coxcomb  won’t  carry  it  fo  fwimmingly.  [/IJide.) 

Clara.  Hov/’s  this  ?  I  don’t  underhand  you. 

Sir — your  wife? - What, does  that  Lady  intend 

to  have  two  hufbands  ? 

Don  Fed.  Young  gentleman,  pray  come  with 
me ;  here  has  been  a  fmall  miflake.  Your  fup- 
pofed  death — but  I’ll  explain  every  thing  to  you 
within — depend  upon  it  I  fhall  fulfil  my  engage¬ 
ments. 

Fred,  But  hark’ee.  Sir,  I  fuppofe  you  are  a 
cavalier  of  honour,  and  don’t  imagine  that  the 
afFeftions  of  a  young  Lady  are  thrown  into  the 
bargain  when  the  old  folks  are  plealed  to  ftrike 
up  a  contrail — you’ll  afk  Donna  Leonora’s  con- 
fent,  I  hope. 

Clara.  1  don’t  know  that.  People  of  fafhion 
never  embarrafs  themfelves  with  fuch  vulgar 
ideas.  Lawyers  do  all  that’s  neceffary  on  fuch 
occafions ;  if  the  conveyances  are  right,  affe8:ion 
and  that  old  fluff,  follow  of  courfe  you  know. 

Don  San.  This  fellow  ought  to  have  been  a 
Sovereign  Prince  by  his  notions  of  matrimonv, 
he’ll  take  the  wife,  let  who  will  cboofe  the  wo¬ 
man.  As  Kings  are  obliged  to  wed  for  the  good 
of  their  fubjefts,  this  libertine  takes  a  helpmate 
for  the  benefit  of  his  creditors.  I  fuppofe  he’d 
marry  a  mermaid  if  there  was  a  good  fifhing  bank 
entail’d  upon  her. 

Clara, 
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Clara.  Sir,  I  have  not  been  fo  unfuccefsful  in 
gallantry,  as  to  apprehend  that  the  Lady  will 
object  to  me, 

Fred.  Sir,  I  perceive  you  have  a  very  favour¬ 
able  opinion  of  yourfelf ;  but  it  would  be  more 
to  the  purpofe  if  you  could  perfuade  the  Lady 
to  have  the  fame  partiality.  But,  Sir^  a  word 
in  your  ear.  You  and  I  muft  talk  of  this  matter 
in  another  place  ;  you  underhand  me. 

\Touches  his  [wordy  and  exit. 

Bon  San,  Bravo  !  well  faid — he’s  a  chip  of  the 
old  block — Don  Pedro,  or  brother-in-law  that 
was  to  be,  you  and  I  muft  talk  of  this  matter  in 
another  place — you  underhand  me. 

[[F ouches  his  fwordy  and  exit. 

\ 

Bm  Fed.  Oh  Lord  !  Oh  Lord  ! 

Clara.  But,  charming  Leonora,  thefe  gallants 
are  fo  warm  they  have  not  allowed  you  an  oppor¬ 
tunity  to  fpeak  for  yourfelf.  What  do  you  fay 
to  me,  fair  creature  ? 

Leon.  I  lay  that  I  look  at  you  with  horror,  and 
that  my  evil  genius  fent  you  here  to  deftroy  my 
happinefs.  \_Exit. 

Don  Fed.  What  will  become  of  me  !  I  fliall 
have  a  quarrel  with  that  old  ruffian  in  fpite  of 
me.  ni  after  him,  and  try  what  can  be  done 
with  my  daughter  by  coaxing:  if  that  fails,  1 
muft  even  have  recourfe  to  the  old  fatherly  expe¬ 
dients  of  locking  up,  and  a  diet  of  bread  and 
water. 

Clara.  Hold  a  moment — for  Heaven’s  fake;  no 
harftinefs.  Leave  your  daughter  to  me,  a  little 
time,  and  my  attention,  may,  perhaps,  bring  her  to 
reafon.  But  in  the  interim,  Sir,  as  1  have  oc- 
cafton  for  fome  ready  cafh,  and  my  letters  of  cre¬ 
dit 
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dit  are  upon  you,  I  muft  trouble  you  .for  200 
piftoles. 

Don  Fed,  With  pleafure,  Sir,  I  have  not  fo 
much  cafh  about  me,  but  if  you  will  take  the 
trouble  juft  to  ftep  into  the  next  ftreet— 

Clara,  I  am  much  obliged  to  you,  and  will 
take  the  liberty  to  fend  my  fervant.  I  can  de¬ 
pend  upon  his  honefty.  \_ExeunL 


SCENE  changes  to  the  HoteL 
Enter  Borachio. 

Bora,  Well,  I  know  not  how  this  will  end  for 
other  folks,  but  it  has  had  a  very  promifing 
beginning  for  me  already — a  hundred  piftoles 
for  keeping  a  fccret,  which  I  could  not  get  a 
Maravedi  for  difcovering.  Then  there  can  be 
no  fault  found  with  my  charges  or  my  entertain- 
.ment,  though  I  ferve  up  crows  for  partridges, 
and  a  delicate  ram-cat  for  a  fricafee  of  rabbits. 
But  here  comes  my  Adventurer. 

Enter  to  him  Clara. 

Clara,  Borachio  !  a  word  with  you  !  as  you 
'  know  who  I  am,  ’tis  to  no  purpofe  to  make  a  fe- 
cret  of  any  part  of  my  hiftory  :  My  brother,  you 
know,  is  dead,  died  at  Salamanca  ,*  but  you  don't 
yet  underftajid  why  I  have-  affumed  his  fcx  and 
charakler. 

Bora,  I  fhall  be  glad  to  learn  it,  my  fwect 
young  Lady;  efpecially  if  I  can  be  of  any  fervice 
to  you. 


Clara, 
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Clara,  My  poor  brother  made  too  free  with 
fome  choice  wine  at  a  vento  near  Salamanca. 
06lavio,  my  lover,  happen’d  to  be  of  the  party; 
a  quarrel  enfued  between  my  brother’s  company 
and  a  fet  of  ftrangers,  who  had  juft  arrived  at 
the  fame  place;  in  the  fray  my  brother  was  run 
through  the  body,  and  left  dead  on  the  fpot ;  the 
officers  of  juftice  had  orders  to  fearch  for,  and 
feize  all  who  were  prefent  as  principals  in  the 
murder  ;  to  avoid  the  purfuic,  061avio,  as  I  was 
informed,  fled  hither  ;  and  with  the  wardrobe, 
credentials,  and  the  name  of  my  brother,  here  I 
have  followed  him. 

Bora.  Ay,  Madam,  you  was  always  a  young 
Lady  of  fpirit,  and  egad !  I  love  fpirit  :  and 
though  I  was  never  to  touch  a  piftole  of  the  other 
purfe  you  was  pleafed  to  promife  me,  I  would 
no  more  tell  your  fecret  than  I  would  tell  my 
guefts  my  own  fecret,  how  I  turn  Alicant  into 
Burgundy,  and  four  cyder  into  champagne  of  the 
firft  growth  of  France. 

Clara.  I  rely  upon  you — But  I  wifh  to  fee  my 
apartment ;  pray  enquire  for  my  fervant,  and  bid 
him  come  to  me  immediately.  I  order’d  him 
to  wait  for  me  near  the  Prado. 

Bora.  May  I  afk  where  you  pick’d  up  that 
'  fellow. 

Clara.  I  found  him  in  my  journey.  He’s  an  odd 
mixture  of  fimplicity  and  cunning  ;  but  I  have  no 
reafon  to  fufpecl  his  honefty,  and  that’s  the  qua¬ 
lity  for  which  at  prefent  I  have  moftoccafion. 

[_Excunt. 
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SCENE,  A  Hall  in  the  Hotel, 
Lazarillo,  alone. 

Lazar.  My  mafter  dcfired  me  to  wait  for  him 
in  the  flreet,  but  1  fee  no  fign  of  him — ’tis  twelve 
by  the  clock,  but  by  my  guts  at  lead  four. 
There  is  no  watch,  clock,  or  pendulum  in  the 
city,  that  points  to  the  dining  hour  with  more 
certainty  than  the  mechanifm  of  my  bowels  :  I 
feel  a  craving  that  m  Lih:  be  fatisfied.  Odzooks  ? 
what  a  delicate  flavour  of  road,  boil’d,  and 
bak’d,  iffues  from  thefe  purlieus!  The  very 
fmell  is  enough  to  create  an  appetite.  Ay,  that 
way  lies  the  kitchen — I  know  it  by  the  attrac¬ 
tion  of  the  odour.  Til  down — but  hold,  not  a 
fous,  by  Fortune;  my  purfe  is  as  empty  as  my 
belly. 

Enter  Octavio,  a  drunken  Porter  following  with 

a  Portmanteau. 

GBa.  Come  along,  you  drunken  rafcal ! 

Porter.  Not  a  dep  further  without  payment. 

OBa.  Why,  fcoundrel!  would  you  have  your 
hire  before  you  earn  it  ? 

Porter.  Ay,  that  I  would — as  Td  like  to  make 
fure  of  my  draw  before  1  was  to  deep  on  it — Pay 
me  direftly,  or  here  1  dtek  as  fad  as  a  mule  up 
to  the  girths  in  the  mire. 

OBa.  Carry  in  the  portmanteau — there’s  the 
door,  carry  in  the  portmanteau — ’tis  not  three 
yards,  you  fot  yoi!i. 

Porter,  Sot  in  your  teeth — pay  me. 

■  ,  \frhrozos  down  the  portmanteau, 

.  Lazar.  What’s  this !  egad,  I  may  get  fome- 
thing  by  it — it  has  an  omen  of  dinner — I  fmell 

C'  beef 
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beef  in  it.  (Goes  up  to  the  Porter,)  Why,  you 
drunken,  daggering,  fputtering  bead  of  burden, 
with  two  legs  and  no  confcience,  how  dare  you 
prate  fo  faacily  to  a  gentleman  ?  Reel  off,  or  rii 
teach  you  manners. 

(Beats  o£-  the  Porter,  and  then  carries 
in  the  portmanteau,) 

Porter,  So  I  find  I’m  to  have  no  payment.  The 
Corregidor  diall  hear  of  it.  [_ExiL 

OSta.  A  good  fmart  fellow - that  looks  like 

a  Servant ;  if  he  has  no  mader  I’ll  hire  him. 

Re-enter  Lazarillo. 

Come  hither,  friend — ^do  you  know  me  ? 

Lazar,  No,  Sir.  I  only  know  that  you  are 
a  gentleman — that  is,  I  don’t  know  you  arc 
a  gentleman,  but  I  have  a  drong  fufpicion  of  it. 
You  look  for  all  the  world  as  if  you  would  not 
let  a  man  who  wanted  his  dinner,  and  had  an 
excellent  domach,  go  without  it. 

OBa,  Are  you  acquainted  with  the  tavern  ? 

^  Lazar,  I  think  I  am  very  well  acquainted  with 
It.  The  cellars  are  full  of  old  wine,  the  larder 
full  of  butchers  meat  and  poultry — ’twould  make 
a  man’s  mouth  water  but  to  look  at  them.  Sir, 
does  your  honour  fmell  nothing? 

OHa,  Smell! — No. 

Lazar,  Lord  blefs  me.  Sir!  why  there  are  fuch 
deams  from  favoury  pies,  fuch  a  fumette  from 
plump  partridges  and  roading  pigs,  that  I  think 
1  #an  didinguidi  them  as  eafily  as  I  know  a  rofc 
from  a  pink,  or  jonquil  from  a  cauliflower. 

O^a,  Are  you  atprefent  in  fervice  ?  have  you 
any  mader  ?  ^ 

Lazar,  [^Afide,']  I’ll  tell  a  bouncing  lie,  and 
dilown  my  mader.  No,  Sir. 

OBa, 
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OEla,  You  feem  to  be  a  ready  intelligent  fel¬ 
low — Will  you  be  my  fervant  ? 

Lazar,  Will  I  eat  when  Pm  hungry  ?  Will 
I  fleep  when  Pm  weary  ?  Can  your  honour 
doubt  it?  command  me.  Sir,  from  one  extremity 
of  the  kingdom  to  the  other;  give  but  me  as  much 
as  will  keep  cold  air  out  of  my  ftomach,  and 
I  can  never  tire  in  your  fervice.  Then,  as  for 
wages,  to  be  fure  my  lalt  mailer  v/as  a  very 
princely  fort  of  a  gentleman — he  gave  me.  Sir — 

O^a,  No  matter  what — I  (han’t  be  more  dif¬ 
ficult  to  pleafe,  or  lefs  generous  to  reward,  than 
he  was.  What’s  your  name  ? 

Lazar,  Lazarillo,  Sir. 

OEla.  I  will  employ  you  immediately.  Go  to 
the  poft-houfe — take  this  piftole — inquire  if  there 
are  any  letters  for  Don  Oftavio  of  Salamanca, 
and  bring  them  here  to  me. 

[06lavio  goes  in,. 

Lazarillo,  alone. 

Well  done,  Lazarillo  ;  between  two  ftools  they 
fav  a  certain  part  of  a  man  comes  to  the  ground; 
but  ’tis  hard,  indeed,  if  I  don’t  take  care  of 
myfelf  between  two  mailers. 

Enter  to  him  Clara  and  Borachio. 

Clara,  So,  my  gentleman,  is  this  your  atten¬ 
tion  to  my  commands  ?  I  ordered  you  to  wait 
for  me  at  the  Prado :  I  might  have  look’d  for 
you,  it  feems,  till  morning,  if  by  mere  ac¬ 
cident  I  had  not  found  you  here. 

Lazar,  By  your  honour’s  leave,  I  waited  for 
you  till  my  very  bowels  began  to  yearn  ;  fuch  a 
craving  came  upon  me,  that  had  pikes,  pillols, 

C  %  and 
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and  petteraroes  oppofed  my  pafTage,  I  couid  not 
avoid  entering  thehoufe  in  hopes  of - 

Clara.  No  prating.  Go  direflly,  order  my 
bagga  ge  to  be  brought  hither,  then  run  to  the 
poll:,  and  inquire  if  there  are  any  letters  for 
Don  Felix,  or  Donna  Clara>  of  Salamanca,  and 
bring  them  to  me  direflly.  -  * 

Lazar.  Fie  re,  Sir! 

Clara.  Yes,  iiere  to  this  Flotel.  \_Exit. 

■Lazar.  ^Alide.'\  Zounds!  what  lliall  I  do  with 
my  other  maker  ? 

Bora.  The  pofl-ofHce  is  but  in  the  next  Itreetj 
if  you  fliould  mils  your  way  returning,  inquire 
for  me. 

Lazar.  For  you!  and  pray,  who  are  you,  Sir? 

Bora.  Joleph  Borachio,  the  maker  of  the  Ea¬ 
gle  :  every  body  knows  me. 

Lazar.  So,  Sir,  you  are  the  maker  of  this 
ho  Life  ?  ’ 

Bora.  I  am. 

L^azar.  Then  you  are  a  happy  man.  I  had  3. 
reipeft  for  the  roundnefs  of  your  belly,  and  the 
illumination  of  your  nofe,  the  firk  glimpfe  I 
had  of  you  ;  but  now  my  refped  is  increafed  to 
adoration.  If  you  leave  money  for  inaffes  for 
your  i’oul,  take  my  advice,  get  the  Fathers,  in- 
kead  of  praying  you  out  of  Purgatory  into 
I‘'aradife,to  pray  you  back  into  your  own  kitchen. 
In  my  opinion,  no  Paradife  can  be  fuperior  to 

Enter  OStavio,  at  an  opp^fUe  doory  to  Borachio.  • 

Ocla.  If  this  be  true  that  Felix  is  kill  alive,  I 
need  conceal  myfelf  no  longer;  you  fay  you 
fav/  him  ? 

Bora. 
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Bora.  Saw  him !  yes,  Sir ;  faw  him  and  con- 
vcrfed  with  him. 

Ocla.  A  very  fudden  recovery  !  but,  fince  ’tis 
fo,  I  have  no  bufinels  here  ;  I’ll  jult  fend  for 
my  letters,  and  then  back  to  Salamanca.  Bo- 
rachio ! 

Bora-.  Sir ! 

OBa.  Lee  me  have  horfes  ready,  I  fhall  fet 
out  this  evening. 

Bora.  This  evening!  why  your  honour  has  had 
no  time  to  refrefh  yourfelf.  Our  roads  of  late 
are  none  of  the  fafeft  after  funfet.  Why,  Sir,  not 
above  a  week  ago,  a  calaOi  of  mine  with  a  young 
cavalier  and  his  new  married  bride,  were  at¬ 
tacked  on  the  road  by  fix  of  the  moft  defperate 
banditti  thac  ever  cried  Jland  to  a  traveller. 

Indeed! 

Bora.  Too  true.  Sir.  Two  of  mv  bed  mules 
were  Ihot  dead  at  the  firft  difeharge  of  their  car¬ 
bines  ;  they  wounded  the  gentleman,  flunn’d  my 
drivers,  and  rifled  the  poor  young  lady  in  a  ter¬ 
rible  manner.  In  truth,  your  honour  had  better 
not  think  of  venturing  till  morning,  when  you 
have  the  day  fairly  before  you. 

No,  hang  it!  fuch  fellows  feldom  attack 
a  fingle  traveller ;  befides,  if  your  horfes  are 
good,  I  think  I  could  out-gallop  them. 

Bora.  I’ll  anfwer  for  the  hoifes,  better  never 
came  out  of  Andalufia  :  they  have  draw  up  to 
their  withers,  and  barley  they  may  bury  their 
ears  in  :  poor  dumb  beads,  I  take  as  much  care 
of  them,  and  love  them  as  well  as  if  they  were 
my  fellow  Chridians. 

Od^a.  What  noife  is  that  ?  Away,  'landlord, 
and  order  the  horfes. 

4  ^  [Exit. 
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Enter  Lazarillo,  with  Porters  following  him. 

Lazar.  This  way,  this  way,  my  lads — what 
the  deuce,  my  laft  mailers  here  ftill !  (To  the  Por^ 
ters)  Fall  back,  rafcals,  and  wait  for  me  in  the 
paffage.  \_Exit  Porters. 

Oiia.  Lazarillo  ! 

Lazar.  Sir  ! 

O^a.  I  lliall  fet  out  for  Salamanca  prefently. 

Lazar.  Before  dinner.  Sir? 

Ocla.  Yes,  direBly. 

Lazar.  Mercy  on  me !  no  pity  on  my  ftomach. 
Truly,  Sir,  I  am  but  a  bad  traveller  on  an  empty 
belly  ;  I  get  fuch  whims  and  vertigoes,  the  wind 
plays  fuch  vagaries  in  the  hollow  crannies  of  my 
entrails,  that  you  will  have  more  trouble  with  me 
than  if  I  was  a  lick  baboon,  or  a  breeding  lady 
of  quality. 

Oda.  I  fent  you  to  the  pod ;  where  are  my 
letters  ?  quick,  quick — what  are  you  fumbling 
about? 

Lazar,  Patience,  Sir,  a  little  patience.  I  thought 
I  put  them  into  this  pocket — no,  they  are  not 
there — then  they  mud  be  in  the  other  pocket. 
\_Afide.~^  The  letters  are  fo  unwilling  to  come 
out  for  fear  they  fliould  be  obliged  to  bear  wit-- 
nefs  againd  me;  I  have  mixed  the  letters  of  both 
mymaders,  and  curfe  me  if  I  know  which  I  ought 
to  give  him. 

OLta.  You  tedious  booby!  where  are  my  leU 
ters  ? 

Lazar.  Here,  Sir,  here  are  three  of  them;  but 
they  are  not  all  for  your  honour.  I’ll  tell  you. 
Sir,  how  I  came  by  them.  As  I  was  going  to  the 
pod,  I  met  an  old  fellow  fervant  who  happen’d  to 
be  in  a  great  hurry  upon  another  errand,  and  he 

delired 
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defired  me  to  afk  for  his  mailer's  letters,  and  keep 
them  for  him;  one  of  them  belongs  to  him,  but 
which  I  don’t  know,  for  to  tell  you  the  truth.  Sir, 
my  parents  found  I  had  fiich  fine  natural  parts, 
they  would  not  throw  away  money  in  having  me 
taught  any  thing,  fo  reading  was  left  out  among 
fome  other  little  accomplifhments  in  my  educa¬ 
tion.  ^ 

OEla,  Let  me  fee  them.  I’ll  take  my  own,'‘and 
give  you  back  what  belongs  to  your  friend’s 
mafter.  [Takes  the  letters,)  What’s  this  ?  To 
Donna  Clara— in  Granada! 

Lazar,  Have  you  found  the  letter.  Sir,  that 
belongs  to  my  comrade? 

O^la,  Who  is  your  comrade  ? 

Lazar.  An  old  fellow-fervant  of  mine;  a  very 
honed  fellow,  I  have  known  him  from  a  boy, when 
he  was  not  this  high,  pleafe  your  honour. 

OL^a,  His  name,  puppy  ! 

Lazar,  His  name.  Sir — his  name — Lopez, 
Sir— 

OHa,  Where  does  this  Lopez  live? 

Lazar,  Starve  me  if  I  can  tell,  Sir. 

O^a,  How  then  could  you  know  where  tcf 
carry  him  the  letter  ? 

Lazar,  Oh,  for  that  matter.  Sir,  I’ll  tell  your 
honour  that  in  a  moment. 

Oct  a.  Well,  out  with  it. 

Lazar.  [Putting  his' hand  to  his  cheek.)  Deuce 
take  it !  I  am  dung  to  the  bone  I  believe. 

OEla.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Lazar.  A  mufkito.  Sir,  a  little  peevifh,  whiz¬ 
zing,  blood-fucking  vermin  1 

OEla.  Where,  I  fay,  were  you  to  meet  Lopez  ? 

iMzar.  I  aflc  pardon,  Sir — in  the  Piazza. 

O^a.  What  am  I  to  think  of  this? 
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Lazar.  Dear  Fortune,  get  me  out  of  this  puz¬ 
zle — [Afidt]  Won't  your  honour  give  me  my 
comrade’s  leitei 

Ocla.  No,  i  nave  occafion  for  it ;  I  muft  open 
it. 

Lazar.  Open  another  gentleman’s  letter!  Why 
Sir,  ’tis  reckoned  one  of  the  molt  unmannerly 
pieces  of  friendlhip  a  gentleman  can  be  guilty  of. 

Octa.  Peace,  I  lay — I  am  too  much  interelled 
to  mind  forms  at  prefent.  \_Reacls.'] 

/ 

Madamy 

Your  fudden  departure  from  Salamanca  has 
occafioned  the  greateft  conlternation  among 
your  friends.  Ihey  have  made  all  poffible 
enquiries,  and  have  difcovered  that  you  left 
this  town  in  your  brother’s  clothes,  and  the  ge- 
neral  opinion  is,  that  you  are  gone  in  purfuit 
of  OFiavio,  who  was  known  to  pay  his  ad- 
dreffes  to  you  at  Salamanca.  I  fliall  not  fail 
to  communicate  any  further  intelligence  of 
your  affairs  which  comes  to  my  knowledge, 
‘‘  and  I  remain  with  great  refpebf, 

“  Manuel.” 

Lazar.  He  little  cares  what  may  happen  to  me 
from  his  curiofity.*  \_AJide.~\ 

Octa.  Clara  fled  from  Salamanca,  and  in  pur¬ 
fuit  of  me  !  Find  this  Lopez  inftantly,  bring  him 
here,  and  I’ll  reward  him  for  his  intelligence. 

Lazar.  Yes,  Sir,  give  me  the  letter  that. belongs 
to  him.  But  how  am  I  to  account  for  its  being 
open’d. This  may  bring  an  imputation  upon  my 
honour,  about  which  1  am  amazingly  pundilious. 

Octa.  Your  honour,  Mungrel !  fay  the  letter 
was  open’d  by  miftake,  and  inftantly  find  Lopez. 

•  \Exit. 
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I.azarillo,  alone. 

Lazar,  Find  Lopez!  ’gad  if  I  do  I  fhall  be  a 
lucky  fellow,  for  I  know  no  fuch  perfon.  Laza- 
rillo,  thou  haft  a  head-piece  never  fails  thee 
at  a  pinch  :  if  I  could  but  read  and  write,  I’d 
turn  author,  and  invent  tales  and  ftory-books. 
But  what  the  deuce  fhall  I  fay  about  opening  the 
letter?  let  me  fee!  is  there  no  way  to  difguife 
it?  I  remember  my  mother  ufed  to  make  wafers 
with  bread  and  water.  "  I  have  a  few  crumbs 
in  my  pocket,  and  with  a  little  mouth-moiften- 
ing,  I  don’t  fee  why  it  fhould  not  anfwer ;  here 
goes  for  an  experiment.  [Takes  bread  out  oj  his 
pocket,  and  chews  it,)  Gadzooks!  it  has  flipp’d 
down  my  throat — it  would  not  go  againft  nature. 
My  mouth’s  like  the  hole  of  a  till,  whatever 
goes  in  falls  to  the  bottom.  Fll  take  more  care 
this  time.  There  it  is— (to/i  the  letter)  I  think 
it  will  do.  After  all,  what  lignifies  how  a 
letter’s  fealed,  provided  he  likes  the  contents 
of  it? 

Enter  Clara. 


Clara,  Was  you  at  the  poll?  did  you  get  my 
letter  ? 

Lax.ar.  Yes,  Sir— there  it  \s— {gives  the  letkr.) 

Clara.  Why  this  letter  has  been  open’d. 

Lazar,  Impoflible. 

Clara.  I  fay  it  has,  and  here  it  has  been  patch  d 
up  again  with  a  piece  of  bread. 

Lazar.  Egad,  that’s  very  extraordinary. 

Clara.  Confefs,  villain,  what  trick  has  been 
play’d  with  my  letter — the  truth  inftantly,  or — 
(feizi'ng  him.) 

D  L.azir, 
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Lazar.  Hold,  Sir,  have  a  little  patience,  and 
ril  tell  the  truth  :  if  you  frighten  me,  I  fliall  never 
be  able  to  tell  it. 

Clara.  Quick  then,  this  moment. 

Lazar.  Then,  Sir,  it  was  I  open’d  it. 

Clara.  Impudent  varlet!  for  what  purpofe  ? 

.Lazar.  A  miftake,  nothing  but  a  miftake  as  I 
am  a  Chrihian:  I  thought  it  w^as  direHed  to  me, 
and  I  open’d  it. 

Clara.  And  read  it  ? 

Lazar-  No,  Sir,  no,  upon  my  veracity,  I  read 
nothing  but  the  firft  word,  and  finding  it  was  not 
for  me,  I  clapp’d  in  a  wafer  direftly  juft  as  your 
honour  fees  it. 

Clara.  You  are  fure  no  other  perfon  faw  k? 

Lazar.  Sure  of  it !  I’ll  take  my  oath.  As  I 
am  an  honeft  man,  as  I  hope  to  die  in  my  bed — if 
your  honour  has  a  book  about  you.  I’ll  fwear  by 
it.  Any  other  perfon  !  no,  no — Lord,  Sir,  I  was 
never  fo  much  griev’d  in  my  life  as  when  it  was 
open’d,  I  gave  myfelf  a  great  knock  in  the  head 
for  vexation.  I  believe  you  may  fee  the  mark 
of  it  here  juft  over  my  left  eye-brow\ 

[Clara  reads  the  letter. 

Lazar.  There’s  fomething  in  that  letter  does 
not  pleal'e  him.  I  fhall  have  enough  to  do  to 
manage  my  two  mafters. 

^  Clara.  There  are  the  keys  of  my  baggao-e,  get 
my  things  ready  for  drefling.  [_E\it. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  at  an  oppofite  Door. 

Don  Fed.  Is  your  maftcr  at  home  ? 

Lazar.  No,  Sir. 


Don 
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'Don  Fed,  Do  you  exped  him  back  to  din¬ 
ner  ? 

Lazar.  O  yes,  by  all  means.  Sir. 

Don  Fed.  Give  him  this  purfe  when  he  re¬ 
turns,  with  my  compliments — there  are  two  hun¬ 
dred  pifloles  in  it. — I  fhall  wait  upon  him  myleljr 
in  the  evening. 

\_Gives  a  purfe  io  Lazarillo,  and  exit. 

Lazar.  Yes,  Sir — but  curfe  me  if  I  know  which 
of  my  maftcrs  *tis  intended  for.  I’ll  offer  it  to 
the  firit  of  them  1  fee,  and  if  it  does  not  belong 
to  him  I  fuppofe  he  won’t  take  it. 

Enter  Oftavio. 

05ta.  Have  you  found  Lopez  ? 

Lazar.  No,  Sir,  not  yet,  but  1  have  found  a 
better  thing  for  you. 

'OEa.  A  better  thing  !  wLat’s  that? 

Lazar.  Only  a  purfe — full  of  money.  I  believe 
there  are  two  hundred  pifloles  in  it. 

OLla.  I  fuppofe  it  was  left  by  my  banker. 

Lazar.  You  expe6ied  money.  Sir  ? 

OEa.  Yes,  I  left  a  letter  of  credit  with  him. 

Lazar.  Oh,  then  there  can  be  no  doubt  it  was 
left  for  you.  Sir.  Give  it  to  your  mafter,  fays 
he — yes.  Sir,  fays  I ;  fo  there’s  the  money. 

OEa.  Hold!  lock  up  this  money  till  I  want 
it — take  care,  put  it  up  fafely,  for  I  fhall  foon 
have  occafion  for  it.  But  go  find  Lopez,  and 
bring  him  to  me  imm^;diately.  \^Exit. 

Lazar.  (Alone.)  Go  find  Lopez,  and  bring 
him  o  me  immediately — but  where  fhall  I  find 
him,  is  another  matter — I’ll  go  look  for  what  I 
am  fure  of  finding,  a  good  dinner.  What  a 

D  2  fortunate 
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fortunate  fellow  was  I  not  to  make  any  miftake 
about  the  money ! — If  a  man  takes  care  in  great 
matters,  fmall  things  will  take  care  of  themfelves 
— or  if  they  fhould  go  wrong,  if  the  gufts  of  ill- 
look  fliould  make  his  veflel  drive  a  little,  honefty 
is  a  fheet-anchor,  and  always  brings  him  up  to  his 
birth  again. 


END  OF  THE  FIRST  ACT. 
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ACT  11. 

SCENE  L— DON  PEDRO’s  Houfe. 

Enter  Clara  and  Leonora. 

Clara. 

I  HAVE  told  you  my  ftory ;  I  rely  upon  your 
honour,  you  will  not  diicover  me. 

Leo7i.  Don’t  fear  me.  You  have  relieved  me 
from  fuch  anxiety  by  your  friendly  confidence, 
that  I  would  rather  die  than  betray  you  ;  nay, 
what  is  Hill  more,  I  would  rather  lofe  my  lover. 

Clara.  Of  that  there  can  be  no  danger:  let 
matters  proceed  to  the  utmoft,  the  difeovery  of 
my  fex  puts  an  end,  at  once,  to  any  impediment 
from  my  claim  to  you. 

Leon.  But  may  1  not  tell  Ferdinand  ? 

Clara.  No.  Pray  indulge  me  ;  a  lecret  burns 
in  a  fingle  breaft ;  it  is  juft  poflible  that  two  may 
keep  it,  but  if  ’tis  known  to  a  third,  I  might 
as  well  tell  it  to  the  Cryer,  and  have  it  pro¬ 
claimed  at  the  Great  Door  of  every  Church  in 
Granada. 

Leon.  Well,  you  fhall  be  obey’d  ;  depend  upon 
it  I  will  be  faithful  to  you.  Men  give  themfelves 
ftrange  airs  about  our  fex  :  we  are  fo  unaccuf- 
tomed,  they  fay,  to  be  trufted,  that  our  vanity 
of  a  confidence  fhewswe  are  unworthy  of  it. 

j 

Clara.  No  matter  what  they  fay;  I  think  half 
of  their  fuperiority  lies  in  their  beards  and  their 
doublets.  Since  I  have  worn  man’s  apparel,  I 
find  many  ftrange  inclinations  coming  upon  me; 
I  begin  to  ftriit,  to  fwagger,  to  look  big,  to  run 
iny  head  into  quarrels,  and  the  Lord  knows 
what,  though  I  am  at  the  bottom  as  errant  a 

coward 
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coward  as  a  Turkey-cock — he  briflles  and  fwells 
if  you  retreat  from  him,  but  his  crefl  falls,  and 
his  tail  drops,  if  you  advance  one  ftep  to  meet 
him. 

Don  Fed.  (Within,)  Leonora  ! 

Leon.  My  father  calls  me  ;  farewell,  dear  Cla¬ 
ra  1  fhould  you  want  my  afliftance  you  know 
you  may  command  me.  \_Exii. 

Enter  Ferdinand. 

Ferd.  So,  Sir,  I  have  found  you.  Do  you 
know  me.  Sir? 

Clara.  I  have  fo  many  acquaintances  whom 
I  fhould  wifh  not  to  know,  that  I  don’t  like  to 
anfwer  that  queftion  fuddenly. 

Ferd.  Do  you  take  me  for  a  (harper,  young- 
fler  ? 

Clara,  Sharpers  wear  good  clothes. 

Ferd.  And  puppies  wear  long  fwords.  What 
means  that  piece  of  fteel  dangling  there  by  thy 
effeminate  fide  ?  Is  thy  foft  hand  too  weak  to 
touch  it  ?  Death  !  to  be  rivall’d  by  a  puppet^ 
by  a  thing  made  of  cream!  Why,  thou  com¬ 
pound  of  fringe,  lace,  and  powder,  darell  thou 
pretend  to  win  a  Lady’s  affeclions  ?  Anfwer, 
ftripling,  can’ft  thou  fight  for  a  Lady  ? 

Clara,  He’s  a  terrible  fellow  !  I  quake 

every  inch  of  me;  but  I  miifl  put  a  good  face 
upon  it — I’ll  try  what  fpeaking  big  will  do — • 
(Advancing  to  him).  Why,  yes,  Captain  Terrible! 
do  you  fuppofe  I  am  to  be  daunted  by  your 
bluftering  ?  Blefs  me  !  if  a  long  ftride,  a  fierce 
brow,  and  a  loud  voice,  were  mortal, 'which  of 
us  fiiould  live  to  twenty  ?  I’d  have  you  to  know, 
damn  me - 

Ferd,  Draw  your  fword,  draw  your  fword, 

thou 
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thou  amphibious  thing  !  If  you  have  the  fpirit 
of  a  man,  let  me  fee  how  you  will  prove  it  — 
(Draws).  ' 

Clara.  Oh  Lord  !  what  will  become  of  me  ! 
hold,  hold,  for  Heaven’s  fake  !  What,  will 
nothing  but  fighting  fatisfy  you  ? — I’ll  do  any  thing 
in  reafon — don’t  be  fo  hafty. 

Ferd.  .Oh,  thou  egregious  daftard  !  you  won’t 
fight,  then  ? 

Clara.  [_Afide.']  No,  by  no  means.  I’ll  fettle 
this  matter  in  another  way — what  will  become  of 
me  ?  . 

Ferd,  Thy  hand  fhakes  fo  thou  wilt  not  be  able 
to  fign  a  paper,  though  it  were  ready  for  thee  ; 
therefore,  obferve  what  I  fay  to  you. 

Clara.  Yes,  Sir. 

Ferd.  And  if  thou  dared  to  difobey,  or  mur¬ 
mur  at  the  fmallefl  article. 

Clara.  Y es.  Sir. 

Ferd.  Firft  then,  own  thou  art  cow^ard. 

Clara.  Yes,  Sir. 

Ferd.  Unworthy  of  Leonora. 

Clara.  Yes,  Sir. 

Ferd.  Return  inftantly  to  Salamanca. 

Clara.  (Seeing  Ctonox'di.)  Ha,  Leonora  !  Not 
till  I  have  chaftifed  you  for'  your  infolence. 
(Draws). 

t 

Enter  Leonora,  and  runs  between  them. 

Leon.  Heavens !  what  do  I  fee  !  fiohtina  |  for 
lhame,  Ferdinand!  draw  your  fword  on  a — 
dranger.  (She  holds  Ferdinand. 

Ferd*.  Don’t  hold  me. 

Clara.  Hold  him  fad.  Madam — you  can’t  dot 
him  a  greater  kindnefs. 

Ferd.  (Struggling.)  Dear  Leon.>ra! 


Clara. 
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Clara.  Thou  miferable  coward  !  thou  egregi¬ 
ous  daftard  !  thou  poltron  !  by  what  name  fliall 
I  call  thee  ? 

Ferd.  Do  you  hear  him,  Leonora  ? 

Clara.  Hold  him  fail.  Madam — I  am  quite  ifi 
a  fever  with  my  rage  at  him.  Madam,  that  fel¬ 
low  never  fhould  pretend  to  you:  he  was  jull 
ready  to  fign  a  paper  I  had  prepared  for  him, 
renouncing  all  right  and  title  to  you. 

Ferd.  (To  Leonora.^  By  Heaven,  you  injure  me. 

Clara.  He  had  juft  confented  to  leave  this 
city,  and  was  aBually  upon  his  knees  to  me  for 
mercy. 

Ferd.  Can  I  bear  this  ? 

Leon.  Patience,  dear  Ferdinand. 

Clara.  When  feeing  you  coming,  he  pluck’d 
up  a  little  fpirit,  becaufe  he  knew  you  would 
prevent  us,  and  drawing  out  his  unwilling  fword, 
which  hung  dangling  like  a  dead  weight  by  his 
fide  there,  he  began  to  flourifti  it  about  juft  as 
I  do  now.  Madam. 

Ferd.  Nothing  fhall  reftrain  me — loofe  me,  or 
by  my  wrongs,  I  fhall  think  you  are  confederate 
'with  him. 

Clara.  Ay,  ay,  threaten  the  Lady:  you  know 
fhe  can’t  hurt  you.  Go,  call  me  one  of  the 
waiters,  get  a  bottle  or  two  of  courage,  and  then 
fee  if  you  dare  meet  me.  Adieu,  Ferdinand — 
confider,  you  owe  your  life  to  that  Lady  ;  and. 
Madam,  in  return  for  my  mercy,  once  more 
remember  your  engagement.  \^Exit. 

,Ferd.  So,  Madam,  I  fee  why  you  were  fo 
anxious  to  prevent  me  from  chaftifing  that  cox¬ 
comb.  It  was  not  your  love  of  me,  but  your 
fears  for  him - ungrateful  woman  ! 


Leon. 
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Leon,  Dear  Ferdinand,  rely  upon  it  you  are 
miftaken — don’t  trull  appearances. 

Ferd,  No,  don’t  trull  my  fenfes,  don’t  be¬ 
lieve  my  ears ! — 

Leon,  No  matter,  nothing  that  can  fliake  my 
faith  to  you,  or  injure  your  honour. 

Ferd,  Incomparable  fex!  we  are  their  fools  fo 
often,  they  think  nothing  too  gro fs  to  pafs  upon 
us — it  is  not  above  an  hour  fince  you  firll  faw 
him,  and  then  it  was  with  abhorrence — ’Sdeath  ! 
Weathercocks,  wind,  and  feathers,  are  nothing. 
W omah,  woman,  is  the  true  type  of  mutability 
— and  to  be  falfc  to  me  for  fuch  a  thing  as  that 
— I  could  cut  fuch  a  man  out  of  a  fugarM  cake — 

I  believe  a  confetlioner  made  him. 

Leon,  Have  you  done  yet  ? 

Ferd.  Noj  nor  ever  lhall  till  you  fatisfy  me. 

Leon.  Then  you  can  never  be  fatished — not 
juft  now  I  mean,  but  you  lhall  in  proper  time. 

Ferd.  Very  well. 

L.eon.  So  it  is  very  well,  if  you  will  let  it  be  fo. 

Ferd.  Then  you  will  not  tell  me  ? 

Leon.  No,  I  cannot. 

■Ferd.  Then  adieu — you  111  all  fee  me  no  more, 
but  you  lhall  hear  of  me.  I’ll  find  your  Narcil- 
fus,  that  precious  flower-pot.  I’ll  make  him  an  , 
example.  All  the  wrongs  I  have  fulfered  from 
you  111  all  be  revenged  on  him.  My  name  lhall 
be  as  terrible  to  all  future  coxcombs  as  broad  day¬ 
light  to  a  decay’d  beauty,  or  a  wet  Sunday  to  a 

powder’d  citizen.  [_Exit, 

Leon,  I  never  was  in  fuch  perplexity  ;  I  like 
his  anger  as  a  proof  of  his  paflion,  though 
I  tremble  for  the  confequence.  Clara  will 
avoid  him  for  her  owd  fake;  and  if  flie  fhould 
find  no  other  way  to  efcape  his  fury,  Ihe  has  it 
always  in  her  power  to  make  a  difeovery,  from 

. '  E  which 
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which  honour  muft  prevent  me,  without  her 
permiflion.  \_Exit. 


SCENE  changes  to  the  Hotel. 

Two  Doors  are  placed  obliquely  at  oppojlte  Sides  of  the 
‘  Stagey  as  Entrances  to  different  Chambers.  Table 

and  Chairs. 

Enter  Lazarillo. 

Lazar,  I  have  often  heard  that  gentlemen, 
that  is,  fine  gentlemen,  had  no  confcience  ;  but 
I  believe  the  truth  is,  they  have  no  flomachs : 
they  feem  to  think  of  every  thing  but  eating,  and, 
for  my  part,  I  think  of  nothing  elfe.  But  here 
comes  one  of  my  mailers. 

Enter  Clara,  with  a  Paper, 

Clara,  Has  Don  Pedro  been  here  to  enquire 
for  me  ? 

Lazar,  Truly,  Sir,  I  can’t  tell. 

Clara,  Was  he  here?  ' 

Lazar,  Ay,  that  he  was  certainly. 

Clara,  Did  he  leave  nothing  with  you  for  me? 

Lazar.  Not  that  I  know  of. 

Clara,  What,  no  money  ? 

Lazar.  Money  ! 

Clara.  Ay,  money. — I  expeDed  a  purfe  with 
200  pilloles. 

Lazar.  I  believe  I  have  made  a  fmall  millake. 
The  purfe  belongs  to  this  mailer,  and  I  gave  it 
to  the  other.  [_AJide.~\  Are  you  certain  you  ex- 
peeled  a  purfe  with  200  pilloles  ? 

Clara.  Certain — yes — what  docs  the  fellow 
Hare  at  ? 

iMzar.  You  are  fure  they  were  not  for  another 
gentleman  that  lhall  be  namelefs  ?  ■ 

Clara. 


T'voq  Strings  to  your  Bow*  3  > 

Clara.  Is  the  booby  drunk  ? 

Lazar.  It  muft  be  with  wind  then.  Why,  Sir, 
I  did  receive  a  purfe  with  the  fum  you  mention, 
and  from  Don  Pedro,  but  whether  it  was  intended 
for  you  is  a  point  that  requires  fome  confideration, 

Clara.  What  did  Don  Pedro  fay  to  you? 

Lazar.  I’ll  tell  you.  Sir.  Friend,  lays  Don 
Pedro,  there  are  200  piftoles  for  your  mailer. 

Clara.  Well,  doluhead!  and  who  is  your  maf- 
ter  ? 

Lazar.  There’s  the  point  now — there’s  the 
puzzle.  Ah,  Sir,  there  are  many  things  you 
would  not  find  it  eafy  to  explain,  though  you 
w^as  educated  at  Salamanca,  and  are  no  doubt 
a  great  fcholar. 

Clara.  Give  me  the  money,  fool;  and  no  more 
of  you  impertinence. 

Lazar.  There  it  is.  Sir.  Heaven  do  you  good 
with  it ;  I  think  I  know  fome  people  who  would  be 
glad  of  juft  that  fum,  efpecially  if  they  thought 
they  had  a  right  to  it. 

Clara.  Nomore — lexpefl DonPedro.  BidBora- 
chio  get  a  good  dinner  ;  and  here  take  this  letter 
of  credit,  lock  it  up  carefully,  I  fliall  have  oc- 
cafion  for  a  good  deal  of  cafh,  and  this  way  ’tis 
moft  portable  ;  be  careful  of  it,  and  make  no 
miftakes ;  I  expe6l  dinner  to  be  ready  as  foou 
as  I  return.  [_Exit. 

Lazarillo,  alone. 

You  ftiall  not  wait  a  moment.  This  is  the 
pleafanteft  order  I  have  yet  received  from  either 
of  my  mafters.  Here  comes  Borachio — I’ll  try 
if  my  hoft  underftands  any  thing  of  a  table. 

Ea 
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Enter  Borachio. 

Signor  Borachio,  or  Mafter  Borachio,  or  Don 
Jofeph  de  Borachio,  you  comemoft  opportunely. 
We  muft  have  a  dinner  immediately. 

Bora,  Name  your  hour.  I  am  always  pre¬ 
pared  ;  two  hours  hence,  an  hour,  half  an  hour; 
— my  cooks  are  the  readied  fellows - 

Lazar,  Ay,  but  this  muft  not  be  one  of  your 
every-day  dinners,  the  firft  thing  comesto  hand, 
’tofs’d  up  and  warm’d  over  again,  neither  hot  nor 
cold,  like  a^day  in  the  beginning  of  April — that’s 
villanous. 

Bora,  Do  you  think  I  have.kept  the  firft  tavern 
in  the  cfty  fo  long,  not  to  know  how  to  pleafe 
a  gentleman  ? 

Lazar.  Some  gentlemen  are  eafily  pleas’d;  other, 
gentlemen  are  hard  to  be  pleas’d;  now  I’m  of  the 
latter  order. 

Bora.  Gentleman,  forfooth  ! 

Lazar.  A  gentleman’s  gentleman  ;  that  is,  my 
mafter’s  mafter  in  moft  things,  but  in  the  bufinefs 
of  his  eating,  abfolute  and  uncontrollable  :  But 
come,  Mafter  Borachio,  let  us  have  your  idea  of 
a  dinner. 

Bora.  Two  courfes,  to  be  fure. 

Lazar.  Two  courfes  and  a  deficrt. 

Bora.  Five  in  the  firft,  and  feven  in  thefecond. 

Lazar.  Good. 

Bora.  Why,  in  the  middle  I  would  have  a  rich 
favoury  foup. 

Lazar.  Made  with  craw-fifh — Good  I 

Bora.  At  the  top,  two  delicate  white  trout,  juft 
frefh  from  the  river. 

I.azar.  Good  !  Excellent!  go  on,  go  on. 

Bora.  At  the  bottom  a  roaft  duck. 


Lazar, 
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Lazar,  h  duck!  a  fcavenger!  an  unclean  bird  ! 
a  waddling  glutton  ;  his  bill  is  a  fhovel,  and  his 
body  but  a  dirt-cart:  away  with  your  duck— let 
me  have  a  roail  turkey,  plump  and  full-<-brca(led^ 
his  craw  full  with  marrow. 

Bora.  You  lhall  have  it. 

Lazar.  Nov/  for  the  fide-di flics. 

Bora.  At  one  fide  flew’d  venifon,  at  the  other 
an  Englifh  plum-pudding.' 

Lazar.  An  Englifli  plum-spudding!  That's  a 
difh  I  am  a  Itrangcr  to.  Now,  Signor  Borachio, 
to  your  Iccond  courfe. 

Bora.  Roaft  lamb  at  the  top,  partridge  at  the 
bottom,  jelly  and  omlette  on  one  fide,  pig  and  ham 
at  the  other,  and  Olla  Podrida  in  the  middle. 

Lazar.  All  wrong,  all  wrong, — what  fhould  be 
at  the  top  you  put  at  the  bottom,  and  two  diflies 
of  pork  at  the  fame  fide.  It  won’t  do — it  will  ne-* 
ver  do,  I  tell  you. 

Bora.  Flow  would  you  have  it?  lean  order 
it  no  better. 

Lazar.  It  will  never  do;' Mind,  I  don’t  find  fault 
with  the  things,  the  things  are  good  enough,  very 
good,  but  half  thC/Hlerit  of  a  fervice  confifts  in  the 
manner  in  wlik:h  you  put  it  on  the  table.  Pig  and 
ham  at  the  fame  fide  !  Why  you  might  as  well  put 
a  Hebrew  Jew  into  the  fame  flail  at  church  with 
the  Grand  Inquifitor.  Mind  me,  do  but  mind  me, 
fee  now,  fuppofe  this  floor  was  the  table.  {Goe^ 
•upon  one  knee^  and  tears  the  paper  left  him  by  his 
majler.)  Here’s  the  top,  and  there’s  the  bottom — 
put  your  partridge  here  (places  a  piece  of  the  paper 
your  lamb  there  [another  piece  of  the  paper )y  there’s 
top  and  bottom.  Your  jelly  in  the  middle  (another 
piece  of  the  paper)^  Olla  Podrida  and  pig  at  this 
fide  together  (two  pieces  of  the  paper )y  and  the 
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omiette  and  ham  at  this — (two  pieces  more  of '  the. 
paper.)  There's  a  table  laid  out  for  you  as  it 
Ihould  be — (Looking  at  it  with  great  fatisjaction.) 

«■  V 

Enter  Clara  and  Don  Pedro. 

Clara.  Hey-day  !  what  are  you  about  on  your 
knees  there  ? 

Lazar.  Shewing  mine  hoft  how  to  layout  your 
honour’s  dinner;  I’m  nonovice  at  thefe  matters — ; 
I’ll  venture  a  wager — there  are  the  difl:tes. 

Clara.  Get  up, puppy — What’s  this?  as  I  live, 
the  letter  of  credit  I  left  with  him  to  put  up  for 
me,  all  torn  to  pieccvs! 

Lazar.  Oh  the  devil !  I  was  fo  full  of  the  dinner, 
every  thing  elfe  flipp’d  outof  my  memory.  \_Af%de,(\ 
Upon  my  foul.  Sir,  I  quite  forgot  it.  I  was  lo 
taken  up  about  the  main  chance,  I  quite  forgot 
the  value  of  the  paper. 

Clara.  Dolt!  Ideot!  A  letter  of  credit  for  no 
lefs  than  four  hundred  piftoles — what  amends  can 
you  make  for  fuch  inconceivable  (lupidity  ? 

Bora.  [To  Lazarillo.)  The  merit  of  a  dinner 
conlilts,  you  know,  in  the  manner  in  which  you 
put  the  things  on  the  table.  This  is  a  confound¬ 
ed  dear  dinner,  truly. 

Lazar.  Plague  upon  it,  it  was  your  fault,  and 
not  mine  ;  it  never  would  have  happen’d  if  you 
had  ferved  up  the  courfe  properly— pig  and  ham 
at  the  fame  fide.  Such  a  blunder  was  never  heard 
of.  [^Exit  Bor., 

Clara.  [To  Don  Pedro)  What  can  I  do  with 
this  fellow  ? 

Don  Fed.  The  mifehief  is  not  without  remedy. 
You  muft  take  up  the  pieces,  join  them,  and  palte 
them  on  a  fheet  of  paper.  Your  bankers  won’t 
refufe  it. 
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Clara,  Hear  you — do  you  underftand,  Don 
Pedro  ? 

Lazar,  Perfetlly.  But  in  truth  Sir,  Borachio’s 
ftupidity  was  enough  to  drive  every  thing  out  of 
one’s  memory.  Pie  wanted,  Sir - 

Clara,  Silence!  take  thefe  fragments,  and  join 
them  as  Don  Pedro  direded  you.  Make  halle^ 
and  attend  at  dinner. 

Lazar,  Yes,  Sir.  They’ll  make  twenty  mif- 
takes  if  I  am  notprefent  to  direct  them.  [^Exit, 

Don  Fed,  Really,  young  gentleman,  nothing 
could  be  more  a-propos  than  your  arrival.  A  day’s 
delay  longer  had  loltyou  your  miftrefs,  and  a  good 
portion  into  the  bargain.  *  Have  you  leen  any 
thing  of  Ferdinand,  your  rival,  lince? 

Clara,  Yes,  and  was  upon  the  point  of  a  moft 
defperate  combat;  but  your  daughter  llepp’d  in, 
and  he  ran  to  her  for  protection ;  but  I  frightened 
'him  foundlv. 

j 

Don  Fed,  Indeed! 

Clara,  It  mult  be  fome  verv  great,  fome  extra- 
ordinary  provocation  makes  me  draw,  but  when 
once  my  fword  is  out.  I’m  never  tir’d  of  fighting: 
’tis  as  natural  to  me  as  the  clothes  on  my  back. 

Don  Fed.  I  don’t  doubt  it,  I  don’t  doubt  it.  I 
was  the  fame  myfclf  when  I  was  young;  but  what 
with  a  little  gout  and  rheumatifm  in  my  aims,  and 
better  than  threefcore  years  over  my  head,  my 
appetite  for  the  duello  is  fomewhat 'abated  ;  lo  do 
you  hear,  Felix,  when  your  hand’s  in,  if  you  would 
frighten  Sancho  a  little  forme  it  would  not  be  amils. 
He  left  me  when  I  faw  him  lalt  with  a  menace, 
and  ever  fince  I  think  I  have  him  before  mv  eves 
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flourilhing  a  long  toledo. 
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Clara.  Leave  him  to  me,  I  can  manage  him  as 
cafily  as  his  Ton  ;  I  would  as  foon  fight  two  as  on^. 
of  them. 

Don  Fed.  Don  Sancho,  befides,  was  bred  a  foL 
dier.  Commerce  and  money-dealing  have  been 
my  bufinefs.  To  take  a  man  in  his  own  trade  is 
a  great  difadvantage. — I  might  as  foon  think  of 
working  miracles  with  St.  Jago,  or  killing,  a  man 
fecundum  artem  with  Dr.  Fillgrave,  the  firil  phyfi- 
cian  in  Granada. 

Clara.  Right,  Sir,  right;  leave  it  to  me,  and 
you  fliall  never  hear  more  of  it. 

Don  Fed.  ’Tis  not  that  I  am  afraid,  only, being 
out  of  prafUce,  I  an>  a  little  unwilling. 

Clara.  I  underhand,  I  underhand ;  I  have  felt 
juh  the  fame  way,  more  than  once. 

Don  Fed.  To  think  at  my  time  of  life  of  fight¬ 
ing  myfelf  out  of  the  world  with  cold  iron,  when 
fur  and  flannel  can  hardly  keep  me  warm  in  it, 
would  be  a  very  abfurd  piece  of  precipitation. 

Clara.  You  are  pcrfedly  right. 

Don  Fed.  Then  do  you  confider  how  difficult  it 
is  to  bring  an  old  man  up  to  my  years  ?  As  to  your 
young  people  they  die,  and  are  born  every  hour  ; 
few  of  them  come  to  maturity,  and  no  great  mat¬ 
ter' — but  a  hale,  healthy,  hout  old  man  as  I  am, 
is  invaluable.  Your  young,  puny,  tender  fhrubs 
are  not  mifs’d  from  a  plantation;  but  if  the  old 
tree  falls,  think  what  a  length  of  time  it  requires 
to  replace  him:  my  eyes  run  over  when  I  refleO: 
upon  it. 

Clara.  No  wonder ;  there’s  fomething  very 
melancholy  in  the  idea. 

Don  Fed.  I’hat  all  the  care  I  took  of  myfelf 
fhould  be  thrown  away — never  expofing  myfelf 

to 
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to  the  night  air;  never  fatiguing  myfelf  beyond  a 
gentle  perfpiration,  fo  careful  of  my  diet,  fo  regu¬ 
lar  in  my  hours,  fo  chafte  in  my  amours;  and  after 
all  this,  in  the  evening  of  my  days  to  have  a  long 
fpado  run  through  my  guts,  and  look  like  a  blue- 
breech’d  fly  with  a  corking-pin  flicking  in  it! 

Clara.  Say  no  more,  fay  no  more,  depend  upon 
it  you  fhall  come  to  no  milchief. 

Don  Fed.  I  am  prodigioufly  oblig’d  to  you:  I 
feel  as  if  a  great  weight  was  taken  oft  me,  I  really 
am  prodigioufly  oblig’d  to  you. 

Enter  Borachio. 

Bora.  Gentlemen,  your  dinner  will  be  ready  in 
lefs  than  half  an  hour. 

Don  Fed.  Half  an  hour!  can’t  you  get  it 
fooner  ?  to  fay  the  truth,  I’m  a  little  hungry. 

Bora.  What  was  order’d  for  you  can’t  be  ready 
fooner. 

Clara.  Let  us  have  any  thing  that’s  ready. 
Appetite’s  the  befl  fauce.  What  fay  you,  Don 
Pedro  ? 

Don  Fed.  Ay,  ay — better  than  all  the  cooks  in 
France.  Let  me  have  fomething  foft,  that  can  be 
chew’d  eafily,  fome  fpoon-meat;  for  to  tell  the 
truth,  my  teeth  are  none  of  the  flouteft. 

.Bora.  Then  be  pleafed  to  flep  into  that  room, 
and  you  fliall  have  fomething  immediately. 

Clara.  {To  Don  Pedro.)  I  follow  you,  pray  no 
ceremony.  ]^Exeunt. 

Enter  Lazarillo,  with  a  napkin  under  his  arm. 

Lazar.  Here,  waiters!  w^aiters!  what,  are  the 
fellows  deaf?  I  knew  nothing  would  be  done  till 
1  got  among  them. 
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Enter  jirjl  Waiter  with  a  diJJi, 

ijl  Wait.  Who  calls !  here - 

Lazar.  What  have  you  got  there  ?  where  are' 
you  goiug  ? 

ijl  Waiti  To  carry  it  to  your  mafter. 

Lnzar.  What  is  it  ? 

ijl  Wait.  I  don’t  know,  the  cook  made  it,  not  I. 

Lazar.  Put  it  down,  1*11  carry  it  myfelf. 

X  \^Exit  i/l  Wait. 

It  fmells  well — What  is  it?  I’ll  try.  [Takes  a  jpoon 
out  of  his  pocket.)  Like  a  good  foldier,  or  a  good 
furgeon,  1  never  go  without  my  arms  and  my  in- 
liruments.  [Tajl.es  the  dijh.)  Excellent,  faith — I’ll 
fry  it  again — better  and  better — but  here  it  goes 
for  mafter. 

^  j^Oflavio  meets  him  as  he  is  carrying  in  the  di/Ji. 

Lazar.  Curbed  ill  luck,  here’s  my  other  mafter. 

OdJa.  Where  are  you  going? 

Lazar.  Going,  Sir — Sir,  I  was  going — I  was 
going  to  carry  this  in  for  your  honour’s  dinner. 

Otla.  Carry  in  my  dinner,  before  you  knew  I 
was  come  home  ! 

Lazar.  Lord,  Sir,  I  knew  you  was  coming 
home.  I  happen’d  juft  now  to  pop  my  head  out 
of  the  window,  and  faw  you  \valking  down  the 
ftreet,  fo  I  thought  you  would  like  to  have  your 
dinner  on  the  table  the  moment  you  came  in. 

Oof  a.  What  have  you  got  there? 

Lazar.  ’Tis  a  kind  of  a  fricafee,  very  good  I 
promife  you. 

OBa.  Let  me  have  foup — what,  do  you  bring 
meat  before  foup,  you  blockhead! 

Lazar.  Lord,  Sir,  nothing  fo  common.  In 
fome  parts  of  the  world  foup  is  the  very  laft  thing 
brought  to  the  table. 
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O^a.  That’s  not  my  cuftom — carry  that  back, 
and  order  fome  foup  immediately. 

Lazar.'  Yes,  Sir. 

OLia.  How  unfortunate  !  to  have  fearch’d  fo 
much,  and  to  have  heard  nothing  of  Clara. 

[_Exit. 

Lazarillo,  pretending  to  go  down,  returns. 

Now  I  may  carry  this  to  my  firft  mafter. 

[Goes  into  Clara's  chamher. 

Enter  2d  Waiter  with  a  diJJi, 

2d  Wait.  Where  is  this  man?  Lazarillo  ! 

Lazar.  [Running  out.)  Who  calls?  here  I  am, 

2d  Wait.  Carry  this  to  your  mafter. 

[Exit  Weaker, 

Lazar.  That  I  will — give  it  to  me.  I’ll  carry  it 
to  the  firft.  (Going  towards  Clara’5  Chamber  is  called 
to  Octavio’s.)  What  do  you  want?  here  I  am. 

Enter  jirjl  U^aiter  with  a  diJJi. 

ijl  Wait.  Here’s  a  difli  for  your  mafter. 

Lazar.  You’re  an  honeft  fellow.  Come,  ftir, 
ftir,  get  the  foup  as  faft  as  poffible. 

[Exit  Waiter. 

If  I  can  have  the  good  fortune  to  ferve  them  both 

without  being  difcover’d - 

[Going  towards  Clara’s  chamber  is  called  from 

Octavio’s. ) 

Oila.  (Within.)  I.azarillo  ! 

J^azar.  Coming !  Coming ! 

F  3 
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Enter  2d  Waiter  with  a  difJi. 

2d  Wait.  Where  is  this  flrange  fellow,  La-, 
zarillo  ? 

Lazar.  Who  calls  ?  here  I  am. 

2d  IVait.  Do  you  attend  one  table,  and  we’ll 
take  care  of  the  other. 

Lazar.  Not  at  all,  not  at  all,  I’ll  take  care  of 
them  both. 

•  [Exit  zd  Waiter, 

Clara,  (From  within.)  Lazarillo  ! 

Lazar.  Here. 

OBa.  (Within.)  Lazarillo ! 

Lazar.  Patience,  a  little  patience.  Coming! 

Enter  ijl  Waiter  with  a  dijh. 

ifiWait.  Mailer,  what’s  your  name,  here’s  a 
pudding. 

Lazar.  A  pudding  !  What  pudding? 

tji  Wait.  An  Englifh  plum-pudding. 

Lazar.  Lay  it  down,  lay  it  down. 

[Exit  Waiter. 

This  is  a  ftranger,  I  mull  be  civil  to  him.  He 
looks  like  a  Mulatto  in  the  fmall-pox.  Let’s  try 
how  he  talles.  (Takes  out  his  fpoon.)  Excellent  I 
Admirable  !  rich  as  marrow,  and  llrong  as  brandy. 
(Eats  again.)  This  is  meat  and  drink,  no  trulling 
outhdes.  This  Leopard-like  pudding  is  moll 
divine,  I  can’t  part  with  it.  ( Eats  again,  and  Jits 
down.) 

Enter  Clara,  with  a  cane. 

Clara.  I  mull  get  another  fervant.  This  fel¬ 
low  minds  nothing.  Where  are  you,  rafcal  ? 
(Sees  him.)  There  he  is  cramming  himfclf  inllead 
of  attending  me. 

7  0^, 
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OEla,  (Within,)  Lazarillo ! 

Lazar,  ( Speaking  with  his  mouth  fulL)  In  a  rno- 
merit,  in  a  moment. 

Clara,  What  are  you  about  there?  Don’t  you 
fee  me? 

Lazar,  I  was  juft-— tailing  this  pudding  for  you 
— I  promife  you.  Sir — you’ll  like  it. 

Clara,  Why,  ’tis  all  gone. 

Lazar,  It  flips  down  fo  faft.  Sir,  you  can’t 
tell  the  tafte  of  it  till  you  eat  a  good  deal. 

Clara,  (Beats  him.)  Tafte  that,  and  that,  and 
that—; — 

Lazar.  Hold,  hold.  Sir,  for  Heaven’s  fake  I 
take  care.  Sir,  you  have  no  right  to  more  than 
one  half  of  me,  t’other  half  belongs  to  another 
gentleman — Oh!  oh!  oh! 

Enter  06lavio. 

O^a.  What’s  this?  beating  my  fervant !  loofe 
your  hold.  Sir!  What  right  have  you  to  ftrikc 
my  fervant?  A  blow  to  the  fellow  who  receives 
my  wages,  is  an  affront  to  me.  You  muft  account 
with  me  for  this. 

Clara,  (Seeing  OSlavio.)  By  all  my  hopes,  Oc¬ 
tavio  ! 

Lazar.  \_Afide.~\  If  this  comes  to  a  duel,  and 
one  of  them  falls,  I  am  for  the  furyivor. 

OSIa,  You  look  furpris’d.  Sir  !  What,  is  this 
doflrine  new  to  you  ? 

Clara.  I  am  not  much  accuftomed  to  menaces 
from  thofe  lips ;  do  you  not  know  me,  Oflavio?" 

OBa.  Know  you ! 

Clara.  Is  my  voice  a  ftranger  to  you  ?  Muft 
you  have  ftronger  proofs  that  I  am  Clara — if  fo, 
let  this  convince  you. 
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OBa,  O  iinexpe6led  happinefs !  Art  thou,  in-^ 
deed,  myClara?  the  fame  hneere,  faithful,  gene¬ 
rous  Clara  I  knew  and  loved  at  Salamanca  ? 

Clara,  The  fame,  the  very  fame,  except  that 
as  you  lov’d  me  when  my  brother  lived,  and  I 
had  little,  I  can  now  reward  your  dilinterelled  paf- 
fion  with  ray  hand,  my  heart,  and  an  eftate  large 
enough  to  gratify  all  our  wifhes,  and  to  relieve 
the  neceffities  of  all  who  may  want  our  affiftance, 

05ia,  Words  are  too  weak,  my  life  mull  thank 
you. 

Clara.  We  fhall  find  time  enough  for  protefta- 
lions  hereafter ;  however,  we  are  both  obliged  to 
this  fellow,  though  his  blundering  only  brought 
us  together. 

Lazar.  \  Very  true,  Madam ;  I  ferved  you  both 
to  the  bell  of  my  power  ;  but  as  you  were  to  be 
man  and  wife,  ’tis  not  ftrange,  you  know,  that 
I  fliould  not  always  be  able  to  obey  one  with^ 
out  offending  the  other. 

Clara.  O  very  well — a  fufficient  apology  ;  but 
Don  Pedro’s  in  the  next  room  ;  I’ll  Hep  and 
explain  what  has  happened,  and  fend  immediately 
for* Leonora  and  f'erdinand.  \_Exit, 

Lazar.  May  I  take  the  liberty  of  offering  my 
poor  congratulations  on  this  joyful  occafion  ? 
Will  you  believe  it.  Sir,  I  had  a  fort  of  an 
inkling,  a  divining,  that  fomething  of  this  kind 
would  happen  ;  for  I  dreamt  all  laft  night  of  cats 
and  dogs  and  a  fpread  eagle. 

Oda.  Your  dreams,  I  hope,  go  by  contraries* 
and  you  fliall  be  a  witnefs  of  our  harmony,  for  I 
intei'id  to  keep  you  in  my  fervice. 

Lazar.  I  will  be  bold  to  fay,  Sir,  you  never 
took  ^  wifer  refolution.  Mercy  on  me.  Sir,  you 
don’t  know  half  what  I  can  do  to  ferve  you.  I 

was 
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was  Major  Doma  to  the  firft  Grandee  ofArragon, 
he  was  called  Don  Guzman  Poderofo,  y  Chilos, 
y  Figureroz,  y  Palidos,  yFufcados,  y  Dumpos  : 
he  was  a  great  man.  Sir,  and  had  a  great  many 
names. 

Ocla.  So  I  perceive. 

■  Lazar.  He  loft  his  only  daughter,  a  moft 
beautiful  young  Lady,  who  broke  her  heart  for 
the  death  of  her  lover,  and  a  favourite  fquirrel. 

OLla.  A  very  fufceptible  Lady,  truly. 

Lazar.  O  yes.  Sir,  very  furreptible.  A  cer¬ 
tain  Duke,  a  particular  friend  of  my  mafter’s, 
came  to  condole  with  him  (for  poor  Grandee,  he 
was  quite  uncomfortable)  and  fpying  me  wiping 
my  eyes  in  an  outward  room,  with  a  Barcelona 
handkerchief,  as  he  was  taking  leave  of  my  mafter, 
fays  he,  Don  Dumpos,  I  am  forry  for  your  mis¬ 
fortune;  but  be  of  good  heart,  pray  be  comforted. 
If  you  had  loft  your  wife  as  well  as  your  daughter, 
I  fliould  hardly  know  how  to  pity  you,  while 
you  poftefs  fuch  a  treafure  in  a  fervant  as  the 
incomparable  Lazarillo.  (Meaning  7ne,  Sir.) 

'  0<^a.  You  have  a  ready  invention. 

Lazar.  Invention!  Sir;  I  have  no  more  in¬ 
vention  than  an  oyfter;  all  memory  and  ftri^t 
truth,  I  proteft  to  you. 

Enter  Clara,  Pedro,  Leonora,  Sancho,  and 

Ferdinand. 

Don  Fed.  Joy,  joy,  I  give  you  joy,  this  difcove- 
ry  has  faved  us  all  a  great  deal  of  perplexity.  Our 
only  ftrife  now  fhali  be,  who  will  fill  the  greateft 
quantity  of  bumpers  to  the  felicity  of  this  double 
Gemini  of  Turtles. 

Don  San.  Brother-in-law  that  is  to  be,  give  me 
your  hand  :  we  will  prefently  drown  all  animo- 

fities 


4  Tivo  Strings  to  your  ]Bo  w* 

fitifes  in  a  bottle  of  honeft  Borachio’s  Bur- 
gundy.  _ 

Ferd.  (To  Clara,)  Madam,  your  ingenuity  has 
had  already  fuch  ample  revenge  for  the  rude 
language  I  ufed  to  you,  that  I  hardly  knov/  how 
to  offer  an  apology  for  the  -effeds  of  my  miftaken 
anger. 

Clara,  I  am  afraid,  if  any  apology  were  necef- 
fary,  I  ought  to  make  it,  for  I  was  certainly  the 
offender;  but  all  unkindnefs  muff  give  way  here¬ 
after  to  effeem  and  friendffiip. 

% 

Lazarillo  Jteps  forward, 

Lazar.  To  ferve  two  majiers  long  I Jlrove  in  vain^ 

Hard  words  or  blows  were  ail  my  toils  could  gain  ; 

But  their  difpleafure  nozv  no  more  can  movcy 

if  you  (to  the  Audicncej,  my  kinder  mafersy  but  approve. 
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